THE    DERSINGHAMS    AT    HOME

this dinner business for the first time and were mildly
interested and amused. Mr. Golspie, for his part,
looked like a man who wanted his dinner, and actually
took a step or two towards the door. Then began that
general stepping forward and stepping backward and
smiling and hand-waving which take place at this
moment in all those unhappy sections of society that
have lost formality and yet have not reached informality.
There they were, smiling and dithering round the door.

"Now then, Mrs. Pearson," cried Mr. Golspie in his
loudest and most brutal tones. "In you go." And,
without more ado, this impatient guest put a hand
behind Mrs. Pearson's elbow, and Mrs. Pearson found
herself through the door, the leader of the exodus. They
crowded into the small dining-room, where the soup was
already steaming under the four shaded electric lights.

"Now let me see," Mrs. Dersingham began, as usual,
feeling that these guests were not people now but six
enormous bodies of which she, the wretched criminal,
had to dispose. "Now let me see. Will you sit there,
Mrs. Trape. And Mrs. Pearson, there." And then,
having disposed of the bodies, she had time to notice
that the soup looked horribly greasy.

THE soup was bad, and Miss Verever left most of hers
and contrived to be looking down at it very curiously
every time Mrs. Dersingham glanced across the table at
her. As there were eight of them, Mrs. Dersingham
was not sitting at the end of the table, opposite her